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Lord most perfectly." There's the whole thing! A
little cattle makes the whole world kin, the edifice
is crowned. Kenieraber it was the shepherds and the
sheep who saw the stars; to people like us everything
is dark, . . .

Now let me tell you something about my Jupiter,
Richard Wagner, to whom I go from time to time for
a breath of air, and receive more refreshment by so do-
ing than any of my colleagtfes could possibly imagine.
The fellow has not received a single honour yet, and
has only just had the distinction of being elected hon-
orary member of the Berlin Academy of Arts. A
fruitful, rich and convulsive life, distinctly unheard
of and deviating from the average standard of morals.
But that is precisely why he stands there, firmly
rooted in his own power, with his eyes always scan-
ning a distance beyond everything ephemeral, and be-
yond his age in the finest sense. Not long ago he
handed me the MS. of "State and Religion," intended
as a memoire for the young King of Bavaria. It is
conceived on such a high plane, is so independent of
time, and so full of nobility and Schopenhauerian
earnestness that it made me feel I should like to be
a king in order to receive such exhortations. By-the-
bye, a little while ago I sent him one or two passages
out of your letters for Frau von Bulow, who had often
asked me for them. On my last visit but one a baby
boy was born during the night and was called "Sieg-
fried." The last time I was there Wagner hadl just
completed the composition of his Siegfried, and was
full of the exuberance of his power. Aren't you going
to write to him? Perhaps you think he has more